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times so much that we hardly seemed to be moving
through the water* Our fog-horn was loud and
brutal, and ravished the ears ; in fact it closely
resembled an infuriated bull telling the world what
he thought about life in general* From all sides
other ships were bellowing in a similar manner*
and to us who listened it seemed as if we were
entirely surrounded by shipping*
The   sound   from   one   particular   fog-horn*
however* surely and banefully grew nearer*   Closer
and closer it grew* but from what direction none
of us on deck knew: it appeared to come from all
around us*   Our fog-horn had* by this time* be-
come quite hysterical* if the voice of a bull can do
such a thing*   I was leaning over the rails of the
fore well-deck on the starboard  side when it
happened*   There were several shouts* and I tore
across to the port side of the ship to see something
which made me catch my breath with fright* There*
hardly fifty yards away from our side* was the vast
bulk of a ship tearing past us, moving in the same
direction as ourselves and travelling at a good
ten knots (we were stationary, or nearly so) *   Out of
that dense fog she came like a monster in some
horrific nightmare*   Menacing* silent, and hide-
ously homicidal, she quickly faded again into the
fog and was gone*   Half a point to starboard and
she must have rammed us dead astern*   This was